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MADAM, Z 
HE Three Graces, which, 
above all other Arts, fo 
N powerfully charm the Soul, 
are Poetry, Painting and Muſic. 
And each of theſe is nothing elle 
but a certain agreeable Beauty made 
up of a regular Compoſition of 
Language, Colour and Sound; 
which finding their way to the 

A 3 Mind 


W 


Lund ee! 


fection. All theſe probably were 


cellent colouring and formation of 


' DEDICATION. 


Mind by thoſe two noble Inſtru- 


ments of Senſation, the Eye and the 
Ear, entertain it in the higheſt Per- 


excrted rogether in Solomon's Fair 
One; as the preſent Age is con- 
vinc'd they are in You. Her Lan- 
guage, like yours, was natural Poe- 
try; her Voice Muſic; and the ex- 


her Features, Painting : Bur ſill 
like yours, drawn by the inimitable | 
Pencil of Nature, Life it (elf; a / 
Pattern for the greateſt Maſters, 
but copying after none; I will not 
ſay Angels are not caſt in the ſame | 
Mold. | 
IH Us Solomon was a Poet, and 


thus I tranſlate. He drew the 


Charms which his beautiful Saphira 
1 preſented ; | 
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DEDICATION. 

preſented; and I tranſcribe from 
You. We may equally boaſt of 
being inſpir'd, each of our Breaſts 


having been fill'd with a Goddels : 


only with this Difference; that my 
Poem ought to excel, as I have 


had the Advantage of a brighter 


Object: Whole Beauties, as yer | 


unſullied by the wanton Gales of | 
Love, like new-faln Snow, glitter 
with a ſuperior Luſtre. | 

I US'D to contemplate this 
happy Monarch's Love, with Plea- 
ſure; and behold his Charmer with 
Admiration. Forgive me, injur'd 


| Maid, I deſpisd our cold Northern 
| Iſlands for producing fo indifferent 
a Race of Females; no more to be 


7 compar'd with the Idea I had form'd 


of Her, than Spenſer's ſnowy Lady, 
A 4 to 


I \ 
4 


to the real Horimel. 
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DEDICATION. 
But when 1 
ſaw You, like the Star which is 


Harbinger of the Day, dart thro' 


the Gloom and glow with Charms 
too bright to be beheld, good 
Gods! how aſtoniſh'd, how chang'd 
I was! I view'd You, as the An- 
gels did the new-created World, 
with exceſſive Delight; and in- 
ſtead of admiring Saphira, ador d 
You. 


the Preſumption of this Addreſs, 


and favour my weak Endeavours. 


If my Confeſſion of your divine 
Power, is any where too faint, be- 
lieve it not to proceed from a want 
of due Reſpect, but of a Capacity | 
Whoever | 
thinks of You can no longer be 


more than Human. 


H imſelf; 


O LOVELY Deity, pardon 


DE DIC AT ION. 
Himſelf; and if He could, ought 
to be ſomething above Man to ce- 
lebrate the Accompliſhments of a 
Goddels. 

TO You I owe my Creation, 
as a Lover; and in the Beams af 
your Beauty only I live and move 
and exiſt. If there ſhould be a to- 
tal Suſpenſion of your Charms, I 
mult fall ro nothing. Bur it ſeems 
to be out of your Power to deprive 
us of their kind Influence; where- 
ever you ſhine they fill all our 


| Hearts; and you are charming out 
of Neceſſity „as the Author of 
Nature is good. 


YOU too are heavenly, and 


therefore muſt be good. O permit 
Me, your deſpairing, yet moſt ſin- 
cere Suppliant, to approach the Al- 


A 5 tar 


DEDICATION, 
tar of your Beauty; to offer up 
the firſt Fruits of my Muſe, and, 
with a diſtant Hope, to implore 
your Favour. My Infidel Heart 
was firſt converted by your Charms, 
and will triumph with Conſtancy 
under all the Sufferings it ſhall meet 
with in their Service: And tho 
| - Want of ſufficient Merit may juſt- 
ly bar it from the Expectation of 
a future Bleſſing, yet, O divine 
Being, indulge me the temporal 


Happineſs of ſubſcribing my ſelf 


Tour moſt Devoted, 


moſt Obedient, and 
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moſt Humble Slave. 
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25 = into the World — and without a 
Name, as if it were ſome ſpurious Off- 
ſpring not proper to be countenanc d; 
2 yet give me leave to obſerve that theſe 
natural Children of the Muſes, which 
are moſt commonly begotten in a Heat of Poetic Blood, 
and a great Vigour and Strength of Fancy, are often 
more healthy and long-liv'd than others, and carry the 
Marks of an eaſier Spirit and a more florid Conſtitution. 
If to theſe Advantages of Birth, the happy Incidents of 
Education are added, ſuch as drawing the refin'd Air 
of Parnaſſus, playing upon the Banks of Helicon, and 
cooling their youthful Heat by repeated Draughts of 
the Fountain Hippocrene, I need not ſay how far theſe 
ſtoln Conceptions will exceed any thing that is labour'd 
in the vulgar indifferent way of a cuſtomary Eſpouſal. 
That the Thoughts of this Performance were as well 
ſuggeſted by Genius and Nature, as improv'd by the 
common Rules of Art, cannot be queſtion'd by thoſe 
who view the Author in that Light which he has given 
us of Himſelf; as a young Lover inſpir'd with the 
Charms, and furniſh'd with a Defcription from the 
! Beauties of the fair Creature, whole Name he has plac'd 
before his Dedication. 
4 HE was a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxf9rd, the Heir 
and Hopes of a Family of good Condition and Re- 
* | puts 
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| FRESACE. - 
pute in that County; whoſe. natural and acquir'd Quali- 
ties were ſuch as might juſtify a particular Panegyric ; 
but, ſince his Name is to be conceal'd, we will mention 
no other Inſtances of that Nature, than this only, which 
his Friends have conſented ſhould be made public. He 
died this laſt Winter, of that Diſtemper which Phyſi- 
clans call a Fever upon the Spirits ; when the Indiſpoſi- 
tion ſeems to proceed more from ſome Uneaſineſs of 
Mind than Ilineſs of Body; and is ſuch as either eludes 
their Art, or falls not within their Method of Preſcription. 
This Deſign ſeems to have been executed the Summer be- 
fore; upon his having accidentally been in company with 
the fair Lady, who at ance kindled in his Breaſt the Fires 
of Love and Poetry. And this, being a Circumſtance ne- 
ver ſuſpected · by his Friends, has made them apprehenſive 
that ſome real [or imaginary Diſcouragement might have 
hover'd over his young Paſſion, and given it this fatal 
Blaſt in its ſo early and tender Bloom. But as all this is 


only Conjecture, they don't pretend to accuſe any Perſon 


living as acceſſary to their unfortunate Loſs; they only de- 
plore their not knowing the pſicular Situation of his 
Mind, that they might have endeavour'd to apply the pro- 
per Preſervative. That he deſign'd the following Sheets 
for the Preſs ſeems pretty plain, not only from his having 
written the Dedication, but particularly ſpecifying that he 
had taken the Fourth Chapter from Szee/e's Miſcellanies, 
with ſome few Alterations; as he ingenuouſly acknowledges 
in a Marginal Note. And therefore juſt as he left them, 
they are ſent into the World: with the ſame Title-Page: 
by which it looks as if he intended to conceal has own Name 
from public Notice, while he had the Pleaſure in Obſcurity 
to blazon the Charms of his Miſtreſs, by copying from 


her the ſeveral Features of the Beauty he draws; which, | 


conſidering the Eaſtern Manner, and allegorical Expreſſion, 
We does 


PREFACE. 
does in his Hands become an Original. And whether, by 
thus taking the diſtinct Perfections of his celebrated Piece 
from one ſingle Perſon, he may have ſucceeded ſo well as 
Apelles, who drew his Venus from a Collection of beauti- 
ful Parts taken from a Number of the compleateſt Females 
he could meet with, I muſt leave thoſe to judge who have 
ſeen the young Lady that furniſh'd the whole Magazin of 
Graces, ſo well diſpos'd.in this unhappy Scholar's Portrait. 
Whether he intended to have written any thing by way of 
Preface or Apology, we cannot determine; but nothing of 
that kind appearing, has made us think it proper to give 
this Account of the Occaſion, .and what follows of the 
Manner, of our Author's Conduct in this Affair. : 

IT is certain that he has all along kept the Senſe of the 
vulgar Tranſlation in view ; and if what he was oblig'd, 
by the Nature of his Deſign, to add, has given no true 
Illuſtration to the ſublime Meaning of the Allegorical Wri- 
ting; ſo neither, may we venture to ſay, has it diminiſh'd, 
or debas'd, or any way alter'd the Senſe of it ; but left it 
full as applicable now, as ever it could be in the Original. 
That Solamon did not directly and immediately intend this 
as a kind of Opera or dramatic Performance to celebrate 
the exceeding Happineſs he enjoy'd in a mutual Inter- 
courſe of Pleaſures with a Woman of his Seraglio, can be 
inſiſted on by no one who conſiders the Nature of his 
own and his Father David's Prophetic Writings; where, 
tho' ſome other Meaning than what appears may be 
couch'd by a ſupernatural Direction; yet the plain and ob- 
vious Senſe was always underſtood of their own Affairs, 
and by them ſuited to ſome particular Occurrences, of no 
extraordinary kind. 

THIS being allow'd, we will endeavour to find out 
who the Perſon was, which has been diſtinguiſh'd to Po- 
ſterity by ſuch a tender Deſcription and warm Repreſen- 

tation 
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tation of her own and her Royal Mafter's Paſſion. And 
tho' this may ſeem to be an Inquiry of a nice and difficult 
Nature, but of little or no Advantage to the Common- 
wealth of Letters; yet I hope to make ſome Diſcovery in 
it, for an Embelliſhment of this particular Piece, and for 
the Satisfaction of my candid Readers the Ladies. I know 
that this Sultana has been vulgarly ſuppos'd to be Pha- 
raoh's Daughter, becauſe Solomon is recorded to have e- 
ſpous'd ſuch a one; For in the“ Hiftory of his Life and 
Actions it is expreſsly mention'd, that he enter'd into an 
Alliance with Pharaoh King of Egypt, and married his 
Daughter, and brought her home to the City of his Father 
David: and after he had finiſh'd the Temple at Feruſa- 
lem, and ſome other public Edifices of Strength and Beau- 
ty, he built a Palace for her particularly ; which looks 
hke a Mark of very great Favour and Efteem ; as it pro- 
bably was, and nothing elſe. For having married the 
Daughter of ſo powerful a Prince, as the King of Egypt, 
{very likely for Reaſons of State, and to ſtrengthen the In- 
tereſt of his own Country by an Alliance with ſo formida- 
ble a Potentate) he could not help ſhewing all the Regard 
that was due to her high Birth and Condition; by building 
her a ſeparate Court, and granting her ſuch an Allowance 
as might be fufficient to ſupport her in a proper Grandeur. 
And this he might do without the leaſt Embaraſment of his 
private Pleaſures, or Oppreſſion of his Subjects; if we 
conſider, that by the admirable Treaty of Commerce 
which he had eſtabliſh'd with a maritime Power, he had 
made Gold and Silver at Home, as plenty as the Dirt in 
the Streets. Now, that the Lady here introduc'd could not 
be this Egyptian Princeſs, ſeems reaſonable from hence; 


becauſe ſhe is character'd as a private Perſon, a Shepherdeſs, 


* 1 Kings iii. 1. vii. 8. 2 Chron, viii. 11. 
* one 
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one that kept a Vineyard, and was us d ill by her Mother's 
Children. All which will correſpond very well with ſome- 
body elſe ; but can't, without great ſtraining, be drawn to 
fit ſo illuſtrious a Princeſs. Not but that this luxurious and 
rich Prince could well afford to maintain all his Concubines, 
in their ſeveral Houſes and Gardens of Pleaſure with a 
Magnificence truly Royal; as it is probable he did many 
of them. And this Lady ſeems to be attended with a Num- 
ber of Female Slaves appropriated to her own particular 
Ule : Tho it is as probable that he often diverted himſelf 
privately with them as a Shepherd in Maſquerade, in his 
Groves and Wilderneſſes, curiouſly conſiſting of the moſt 
exquiſite rural Amuſements, and the moſt delicate Collec- 


tions of Flowers, Fruits and Spices. And he is here de- 


{crib'd as coming by Stealth in the Night to her Chamber 


or Apartment, and ſhe as privately ſolicitous in her Search 


after him; which probably was a concerted Deſign upon 


| ſuch Occaſions, to enliven their Pleaſures, by making them 
| ſeem attended with Danger and Difficulty : All which are 
2 Sort of little agreeable familiar Liberties, not fo conſiſ- 
tent with the Formality and Ceremony commonly us'd 
with a Royal Conſort. 


THEREFORE ſeeing we have fo good Reaſon to 


: conclude that this was not Pharaoh's Daughter, we will 
next endeavour to ſhew who ſhe was. And here we are de- 
ſſtitute of all manner of Light but what is afforded us by 
that little Arabian Manuſcript mention'd in the Philoſophi- 
cal Tranſactions of Aumſterdam 1558, ſaid to be found in a 
| Marble Cheſt among the Ruins of Palmyra, and preſented 
do the Univerſity of Leyden by Dr. Hermannus Hoffman. 


The Contents of which are ſomething m the nature of 
Memoirs of the Court of Solomon ; giving a ſuccinct Ac- 
count of the chief Offices and Poſts in his Houfſhold ; of 


the ſeveral Funds of the Royal Revenue; of the diſtinct 


Apartments 
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Apartments in his Palace there; of the different Seraglios, 
being ſixty two in number, in that one City. ('Tho' our 
young Author ſeems to ſuppoſe all the King's Miſtreſſes 
were kept in One.) Then there is an Account given of the 
Sultanas; their manner of Treatment and Living; their 
Birth and Country, with ſome Touches of their Perſonal 
Endowments, how long they contmu'd in Favour, and 


what the Reſult was of the King's Fondnels for each of 
them. Among thele there is particular mention made f 
a Slave of more exceeding Beauty than had ever been 


known before; at whoſe Appearance the Charms of all the 
reſt vaniſh'd, like Stars before the Morning Sun; that the 


King cleav'd to her with the ſtrongeſt Affection, and was 
not ſeen out of the Seraglio where ſhe was kept, for above 
a Month. That ſhe was taken Captive, together with her 


Mother, out of a Vineyard on the Coaſt of Circaſſia, by 
a Corſair of Hyram King of Tyre, and brought to Feru- 
falem. It is faid ſhe was plac'd in the Ninth Seraglio, to 
the Eaſt of Palmyra, which in the Hebrew Tongue is 


call'd Tadmsor. Which, without farther Particula rs, are ; 
ſufficient to convince us, that this was the charming Per- 
ſon, ſung with ſo much Rapture by the Royal Poet; and 


in the Recital of whoſe Amour he ſeems fo tranſported, 


For ſhe ſpeaks of her ſelf as one that kept a Vineyard ; 1 
and her Mother's introducing her in one of the Gardens of 


Pleaſure, (as it ſeems ſhe did at the firſt preſenting of her 


to the King) is here diſtinctly mention'd. The Manuſcript j 


further takes notice that ſhe was call'd Saphira, from the 
heavenly Blue of her Eyes; which are Hints I find the in- 
genious 'Tranſlator has taken from ſome Converſation we 


once had upon this Head. And now I think, if this Roll 
of Parchment may be allow'd to have lain uncorrupted fo | 
many hundred Years; as in a Cheſt of durable and firm 
Marble, well cemented and lying in a dry ſandy Earth, 

| may | 


| while I add a Word or two more by way of Apology for 
the young Gentleman's Performance, which you have, 


things which I cou'd have wiſh'd might have been drawn 
over with another Colouring ; and which, had they come 
to my View in my Pupil's Life-time, as his Tutor, I ſhou'd 


on it as a kind of Profaneneſs to change its Shape; as well 
2 as profeſs my Want of Capacity to ſet any thing of this 
3 kind in a more beautiful Light. Yet I would fain excuſe, 
what Iam not certain to be irreprovable; and muſt defire 
the Reader of a nice Ear, if he meets with any thing not 
ſo well tun'd, to conſider it as the firſt Attempt of a No- 
vice; whoſe Eagerneſs is apt to precipitate them too much; 
2 eſpecially in their firſt Performances. 
pil's uſual Correctneſs in his College Exerciſe, I may ven- 
ture to pronounce of him what Ovid did of himſelf, when 


prevented from reviewing his Works by a leſs fatal Oc- 
3 | caſion, 


Whatever is too puerile, looſe, or ſuperfluous, would cer- 
tainly in a great meaſure have been prun'd away; and the 
| Roughneiles fd and poliſſ d into a more agreeable Luſtre. 
Hut, however J will venture to ſay as it is, that the Images 
which here and there appear in a looſe Dreſs, are no more 
than Copies of the antique Drapery, and to any who 
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may not be impoſſible; there can be no Reaſon to ſuſpect 
the fair Circaſſian, and the celebrated Beauty in the Song, 
for being different Perſons. 

I SHALL only beg your Patience, kind Reader, 


ſuch as it is, without any Alteration. There are ſome 


have advis'd him to have caſt in another Form. But be- 
ing become as it were a Relique ſince his Death, I look up- 


Tho' from my Pu- 


Emendaturus, fi licuiſſet, erat. 


would be thought free from Prudery, may appear without 
the leaſt Exception. If the Muſe is bold and plain in the 
original, ſhe only puts on an Air of Freedom, to take an 


Oppor- 
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| Opportunity of diſcovering ſome of her Beauties; and if 


e 


the Copyeſt uſes the ſame Artifice, tho he miſcarries in his 
Attempt, he ſhould not be blam'd for endeavouring to imi- 


tate ſuch a Mafter-ſtroke. The great Fear is that he has f 
drawn his Copy in too faint a Light; which very Fault, if 


he be guilty of it, will ſcreen him from the Imputation of 
having run into the other Extreme, and outdone the Bold- 
neſs of his Original. 

FOR my Part, if IJ may be allow'd to ſpeak without 


Suſpicion of Partiality, I think it inferior to few of the 


Productions of late Years, for the Sublimity of Diction and 
Harmony of Numbers. Were any of our modern Tragedies 
interlac'd with ſome of the golden Wires drawn from theſe 


Love-Speeches, how would they glitter and dazzle the Ears 


of the Audience, and ſet off the dry and inſipid Stuff, with 
which moſt of their coarſe-fpun Pages are lin'd ! 


Purpurens, late qui ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Aſſuitur Pannus. 


their agreeable Voices in paſſionate Encomiums upon the 
Author. 


BUT I have done; I pray this Fondneſs may be ex- 
cus d: as Guardian to a Virgin Muſe, I may be allow 'd to 


recommend my Charge in my own Market Phraſe; and 


. 


provided the World is but civil to that, they have my free 


Leave to take what Liberties they pleaſe, with my auk- 
ward and odd manner of introducing it. 


. Oxon, March 25, 1720. 


1 


Whereas this is a whole Piece of rich glowing Scarlet: 

which cut out into thin Shreds, and ſtitched upon their 
Heroes and Princeſſes, would ſhine thro' a hundred Plays; 
filling the Heads of the Beaus with Rapture, and the 
Hearts of the Ladies with Tenderneſs: dwelling upon their 
Lips in endleſs Repetitions, and obliging them to ſpend 


FAIR CIRCASSIAN. 


PR OL 


PA IRGINS of Albion, Ye fair Female Kind, 

Who live to Love's ſoft Meaſures well in- 
clin'd, 

Whoſe gentler Minds have known the 

pleaſing Smart, 

And felt his Venom tickling thro' your Heart, 

To You the following tender Scenes I write; 

* 2 To You, beſt Judges of the beſt Delight. 

Thrice happy He, who could his Muſe employ 

To heighten and improve fo fine a Joy] 
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Hence the ſoft Sex conveniently may find 
free What Pleaſures flow from Love with Prudence join'd, ö 
uk What ſweet Ideas flutter in the Breaſt, | 
By melting Lips what Raptures are expreſt; 

How ſafe the Joys that fill their circling Arms, 


When Men of Senſe are truſted with their Charms. 


I E 
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Nor let the Style or Foreign Phraſe offend, 
"Twas thus thoſe Eaſfern Beaus their Paſſion pen ds 
The Sentiments were ſuch, in ſuch a Pair, 
Where He was moſt diſcreet, and She moſt fair: 
Tho we may well conclude, from what is writ, 
The Man had Beauty, and the Woman Wit. 


Attend ! the Lady firſt ſhall Silence break ; 
Tis thus the faithful Story makes her ſpeak. 


S H E. 


: - What Thirſt, what Fever can with mine com- 
FAD pare ! 

a With Speed conduct me to the lovely Swain 
That fires my Soul, and cauſes all my Pain; 

"Tis only that dear Youth whoſe balmy Kiſs 

Can mitigate my Smart with healing Bliſs. 

O come, my Deareſt, come, and hither bring 

Thy Lips adorn'd with all the blooming Spring. 

A thouſand Sweets their fragrant Atoms blend; 
Which, in a Gale of Joy, thy Breath attend : 
Brauch ſoothing Cordials to my Soul apply; 

Heal me with Kiſſes, Love, or elſe I die; 

With poignant taſteful Kiſſes, ſuch as thine, 

Whoſe Flavour far excells the richeſt Wine. 


At the dear Mention of thy charming Name, 
The bluſhing Nymphs diſcloſe their hidden Flame; 
. While 


hile 


The Royal Bed, with Raptures, I behold ; 


And, ſpite of inbred Modeſty, I'm Thine. 

I Ecftatic Pleaſure fills my gaſping Soul, 

As Wines, profuſely pour'd, o'erflow the Bowl: 1 
O ſtay, my flitting Senſes, and record l 


Ves, to thy kind Endearments I'll be true, 
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While Zephyrs bland the pleaſing Accents bear, 
Perfumes are wafted thro' the gentle Air ; 

The pow'rful Sound enchants the liſtning Grove, 
And tender Damſels ſicken into Love. 


Where-e'er You go, where-e'er your Steps You move, 
Thither I'm hurried on the Wings of Love; — 
His ſilken Cords my yielding Limbs enthral, Rr 
And I muſt follow my Beloved's Call ; 

But, while ſuch mighty Charms as his invite, 
My Chains are Tranſport, and my Task Delight. 


What wou'd my Prince, my lovely Tyrant have? 
Oh! whither wou'dſt Thou draw thy willing Slave ? 
I ſee, I ſee the golden Doors unfold, 


To Thee my Virgin Bluſhes I reſign, 


The Bliſs theſe momentary Joys afford; 


And give thy wond'rous Love its Praiſes due. | 
Ve T:irzan Maids, whoſe Skins allure the Sight | if 
With milky Fields of pure unblemiſh'd White, [2 


My artleſs Beauties, tho' compar'd with You, 
They ſeem to fade and give a browner Hue, 
Are Beauties ſtill, and only look leſs fair, 


Sun · burnt and tarniſh'd with the Noontide Air. 
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I, of fix Daughters was the lateſt born, T 
My Mother's Darling, but my Sifters* Scorn; TV 
My opening Bloom with jealous Eyes they view'd, JT 
And fell Revenge their envious Minds purfu'd ; | A 

Me lonely to the diſtant Hills they ſend, . 
Helpleſs my ſelf, the Vineyards to defend: 1 
Where Southern Blaſts and Rays of ſcorching Heat ; He 
Did on my Face and tender Boſom beat. Lil 
Vet I, with Patience, in their Vineyards lay | An 
Whole dewy Nights, and watch'd "em all the Day: 80 
Ah! Me; my own, but ill ſecur'd the while, 5 Ha 
To bold rapacious Love became a Spoil. | Wh 
Rudely He leapt the Mounds, the Fence deſtroy'd, 1 And 
Nor ceas'd *till with the budding Cluſters cloy d. 1 bh, 
Ado 
| ; * The 

Tell me, my lovely Spoiler, thy Retreat; I; 

I now forgive; for Oh ! the Theft was ſweet. g_ f 
If You, a Prince, will grace the ſhining Court, 1 gs 
Let Me, your Slave, among your 'Train reſort : | : he 
Or if, in Shepherds Weeds, you'll humbly deign ö 9 


To feed your Flock along th' extended Plain; w; 
Tell me beneath what cooly ſpreading Shade th 
At Noontide Hours thy lovely Limbs are Iaid ; 
Tell me, my Charmer, leſt I chance to ſtray 
Among the Shepherds Tents, and loſe my Way. 


H ZE. 


O Faireſt of thy Sex ! to hear thy Voice 
The Shepherds and their Sheep alike rejoice; 
Whoſe Bleatings from the Plain ſalute thine Ear, 
And tell the Flocks and Cottages are near : 
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The little Path their cloven Feet have trod 
Will bring Thee to thy longmg Swam's Abode; 


There may thy Kidlings browze the ſhrubby Green, 
And We he ſhelter d in the leafy Scene. 


How gracefully, my Love, thy Charms appear ! 


How unaffected all thy Motions are 

Like Art, thy very Negligences ſhine, 

And Beauty moves in every Step of thine. 

So tread the manag d Steeds with comely Gait, 

2 Harneſs'd to draw the gilded Coach of State. 

* Whoſe eaſy Shapes in juſt Proportion riſe, 

And gratify the pleas'd Spectator's Eyes. 

2 Tranſparent Pendants, with a Brilliant Light, 
Adorn thy Cheeks and point em to the Sight: 
The Chains that cirele round thy Neek with Golck, 


In ſtronger Links the fatal Gazers hold. A 


2 Haſte, haſte, ye Nymphs, with curious Fingers ply 
The Loom, and interweave the various Dye ; 

Let Flow'rs of Silver round the Borders fhine 
Mixt with a running Train of golden Twine; 


I Fly out and hang upon my Charmer's Veſt ! 
And, while He banquets at the Royal Board, 


But me her native Charms alone delight. 


With Theſe adorn my Fair, for vulgar Sight ; 


SHE. 
How my Perfumes, by cloſe Embraces preſt, 


To all around a fragrant Scent afford. 
But, when in amorous Folds our Boſoms meet, 


My Love himfelf is like rich Odours ſweet 3 
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Grateful as Myrrh he dwells upon my Breaſt, 
And ſooths my panting Soul to downy Reſt. 


Who can thy manly Graces truly paint, 


Or how deſcribe, where all Deſcription's faint ! A 
Thy Charms the reſt of Humankind ſurpaſs, A 
As loftier Vines excel the lowly Graſs; | E: 
Or, as among the twiſting Vines is ſeen 5 U 
The cluſter d Camphire with ſuperior Green. Pr 
Oh! how tranſcendently my Love is fair H 
To paint his Beauties, what ſhall I compare ! In 
How languiſhing his Eyes! like cooing Doves, 
Emitting at each Glance their mutual Loves. * 
Behold, my Life, our dear expecting Bed = 
With Coverlets of lively Verdure ſpread : oa 
Columns of Cedar, of the choiceſt Grain, : i 
In Rows the filken Canopy ſuſtain ; er 
Of inlaid Firr the level Floor; above, 1 
The vaulted Cieling glows with pictur'd Love. yay 
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Bloom like thine attends the vernal Roſe, | wo | 
© 6 Such White the Lily of the Valley ſhows. 'S Hs | 
As Theſe among the Briars diſtinguiſh'd Rand, wry 
So You excel the Daughters of the Land, . 
3 

Nor 
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; And You, my Prince, ſo eminently fair 
Above the brighteſt Sons of Men appear, 

As the Pomegranate, with its golden Rind, 
Exceeds the neighb'ring Trees of Silvan kind. 
Under his Shade with ſweet Delight I lay, 
Protected kindly from the ſultry Day; 

His Fruits, with eager Appetite, I eat, 

Indulg'd my Taſte, and cool'd my fainting Heat. 


Me and my Charmer, now, from noontide Bow'rs, 
To ſpend in various Scenes our bliſsful Hours; 
Love to the Banqueting Pavilion brings, 
And o'er our Heads unfurls his trembling Wings. 
His filken Banner hovers in the Air, 
And Love difplays himſelf emblazon'd there. 
With fev'riſh Heat he ſeizes every Part, 
Burns in my Veins, and revels in my Heart. 
O bring, of cool Sherbet, an ample Bowl, | 
Allay my Flame, and pour it on my Soul ; j 
My ebbing Life with ſpritely Fruits repair, a 1 
And ſooth my raging Breaſt, for Love is there. | 

| 


Yet Oh ! how ſoft, how pleaſant is the Bed ! A 
When on his Arm I lean my loveſick Head: | | 
On his left Arm my loveſick Head I place, 

23 His right infolds me with a warm Embrace. 
f 2 Soft, I adjure You, by the nimble Fawns, 

And Hinds that bound acroſs the flow'ry Lawns, 

Ye ſportive Damſels, that ye ſoftly move, » 

= Nor with your Voices wake my ſleeping Love. 
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Hark ! thro' the Dawn a heav'nly Muſick breaks, 
It thrills my Soul, for my Beloved ſpeaks. 
Up, like the bounding Hart, He ſprings, He flies, 
And thro' the Latteſs darts his radiant Eyes: 
To Me He calls, Ariſe! Ariſe ! my Fair; 
Calm is the Morning, and ſerene the Air; 
The wintry Cold is gone, the genial Spring 
Provokes the Flow'rs to blow, the Birds to ſing : 
The wanton Turtle, in the neighb'ring Grove, 
Sits cooing, and renews his Tale of Love: 
Behold ! the pregnant F ig\begins to ſhoot, 
The Vine in Cluſters yields its purple Fruit; 
All Nature ſmiling welcomes in the Day: 


Ariſe, my lovely Fair, 1 away. 
&. 


From the cool Grotto f the Rock I hear 
My Charmer's Voice, and bleſs my raviſh'd Ear. 
Come forth, my Dove, compleat thy Swain's Delight, 
And give thy beauteous Perſon to his Sight. 


o 


Haſte, haſte, ye nimble Hunters, ſpread the Net, 
With many a Toil the Vineyards round beſet, 
The wily Foxes take, and from the Vines 
Avert the little Vermin's fell Deſigns: 
Our Vineyards now their nobleſt Grapes produce, 
The ripen'd Cluſters ſwell with Purple Juice. 


. 


J am my Prince's, and my Prince is mine, 
Linked with a mutual Love our Hearts combine 


Among 


e 
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Among the Lilies He abides all Day, | 
Himſelf as Fair, Himſelf as Sweet as They. 


The Dews deſcend, the dusky Clouds ariſe, 
Night draws her ſable Curtain o'er the Skies: 
Return, my wand'ring Paramour, return; 
With Me repoſe, and wait the coming Morn. 
Fly to my Arms, and let thy nimble Speed, 
The Mountain Roe or the wild Hart exceed. 


The Silver Moon diſplays her paler Light; 
When ſleepleſs on my Bed I lie alone, 

For Ah! the Partner of my Soul is gone. 

In vain I ſend my ſearching Hands around, j 

My lovely Wanderer is no where found. * bs. 

Inward I grieve, and with confuſed Haſte , 

My Mantle oe'r my Shoulders ſlightly caſt, > 

Then thro' the City run, with eager Pace, f 

And ſeek my Fugitive from Place to Place. | 

Breathleſs and faint I range o'er ev'ry Street, | 

And move, with Pain, my tender faltring Feet. 

The nightly Watch I hail, and thus enquire, 

Saw You the Object of my Soul's Deſire ? 

They knew not of Him: Scarce from them I paſt, 

But ſtraight I found and held my Charmer faſt. 
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Around his Neck my longing Arms I flung, 

| Flew to his Lips, and on his Beauties hung: 

Then to my Mother's Houſe my Captive led, 
And fondly drew him to the genial Bed. 


Ye Daughters of the Land paſs gently by, 


' Behold my Love, but with a filent Eye: 


I charge You, by the Hinds and Foreſt Roes, 


1 | Not to diſturb Him in his ſoft Repoſe. 


See! from the ſecret Bow'r of Love he comes, 
The ambient Air is fill'd with his Perfumes ; 

| Where-cer He goes, He breathes a ſpicy Breeze, 
And wafts ambroſial Fragrance thro' the Trees. 


Behold his Bed! the Guards around it ſtand, 


| 5 T hreeſcore, the ſtouteſt Sons of all the Land: 


Their valiant Breaſts are ſtampt with many a Scar, 


At Home rever' d, and terrible in War: 
Each on his Thigh a mighty Sabre wears, 
To free the Night from falſe alarming Fears. 
Pillars, with ſilver Cornice wrought above, 
Whoſe Baſe is Gold, ſuſtain the rich Alcove : 
Sweet Woods of Lebanon the Frame compoſe, 


The lofty Canopy with Purple glows : 


The Middle, pav'd with downy Love, invites 
The Virgin Nymphs to taſte its ſoft Delights, 


Approach, fond Maids, and ſee my lovely King 


Crown'd with the Beauties of the gawdy Spring, 
The Garland, his indulgent Mother wove, 
Againſt the ſolemn Feſtival of Love. 


C 
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REPS OUR envious Thoughts conceal, Ye rival 
SCAZ Throng, 
And while I ſing my Fair, attend my Song. 


— 
DF 


Y = 
SSA 


Her dovelike Eyes ten thouſand Charms diſpenſe, 
Breathing at once both Love and Innocence. 
Behold ! adown her Neck the wavy Locks 
Frisk, like exulting Kids o'er Gilead's Rocks. 
Her Ivory Teeth in beauteous Order ſtand, 
Like Sheep new-waſh'd and whiten'd on the Strand; 
When, dropping from the Flood their ſnowy Skins, 


: 

- 
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Each with her Lambs appears, and each with Twins. | 
Her Lips like Threads of Scarlet brightly glow 3 pf 
In ſweeteſt Sounds her moving Accents flow. bl 
Around her Cheeks ſoft circling Treſſes ſhine, iN 


PLY 


Juſt as the tender Ringlets of the Vine 
Round the plump Fruit their wanton Curls entwine. % 
Her marble Neck the ſparkling Gems adorn, 

As blazing Phoſþhor gilds the roſy Morn, 

Shap'd like the lofty Tow'r in Szon's Fields, 

Studded and hung with Warriors mighty Shields. 

Her Breaſts, where Love and all his Graces dwell, 
Pregnant with Bloom and rip'ning Beauties ſwell ; 

Like young Twin-Roes that graze the verdant Meads, 
With Buds juſt ſprouting from their velvet Heads. 


* 
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Hence to the Hills of Myrrhe I'll haſte away, 
Where ſpicy Breezes round my Head ſhall play ; 
There ſpend in gentle Dreams the gloomy Night, 
Till Morning Sun reſtores his golden Light, 


From rocky Lebanon return, my Love, 


To Hermon's dewy Hill and Shen:ir's Grove, | | 
See from Amana's green and ſhady Brow | | 


The diſtant Proſpe& of the Vales below. 
Securely hence the ſpotted Leopard view, 
Nor fear the rugged Lion's brindled Hue. 


O Maid divinely fair! whoſe every Part, 
Like pointed Lightning melts my raviſh'd Heart; 
Fill'd with your Love I loath the Charms of Wine, 
Nor for the Vineyard's purple Stores repine. 
So ſweet you breathe, that whereſoe'er You go, 
The Gales of ſpicy Saba ſeem to blow. 


Thy kindly Lips a luſcious Juice diſtil, 


And every Kiſs with liquid Honies fill : : 


With Scents of Lebanon thy Veſture crown'd a 
Scatters reviving Odours all around : | 
The various Sweets which feed the Thymy Bee, 
My Dear, my lovely Princeſs, are in Thee, 


The Garden thus, ſome Spot of Pleaſure, lies, 


Enclos'd for Privacy from vulgar Eyes ; 

In Thee, each Flow'r uprears its colour'd Head, h 
Soft vernal Airs the bloomy Buds difpread ; ö 
Joys ever ſmiling in thy Glances play, f 
As trembling Streams refle& the gilded Day. 
| | Spikenard 
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Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the Vale, 
Rich Thural Fruits, in Thee, their Sweets exhale: 
Saffron, with Caſſia's orient precious Oil, 
 Supply'd by bleſt Arabia's fruitful Soil, 
Whose ſpicy Rind, with ſmelling Gum diſtent, 

| Breathes thro' the Air a kind Balſamic Scent : 

| While fragrant Dews in fleecy Vapours riſe, 

J And balmy Clouds perfume the azure Skies. 


S HE. 


Awake, O Zephyr, or Thou Southern Breeze, 

In gentle Murmurs fan the branchy Trees; 

With ſoothing Breath upon my Garden blow, 

That grateful Smells from every Plant may flow. 
Let my Beloved, in the cooly Shade, 
On Beds of Flow'rs repoſe his loveſick Head; 
Or with delicious Fruitage pleaſe his Taſte, 
Be fill'd with Joy, and bleſs the kind Repaſt. 


C AN ͤ 3 


H E. 


7 > Elights ſo ſweet the Springs and Grottos give, 
N 2 [i That in thy Garden I would ever live. 

; S & Where-Cer I turn, enchanting Scenes ariſe, 
' To glad my Soul, and entertain my Eyes. 

Is came, my Fair, I came a willing Gueſt, | 
On thy delicious pleaſant Fruits to feaſt: 
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Of Gums and Myrrhe I rob'd each ſpicy Tree, 

I fipt the balmy Labours of the Bee: 

For Me the Vine with purple Cluſters glow'd, 

With Milk the Nut, the Peach with Nectar flow'd : 
O here, my Fair, for ever let us ſtay, 

And ſpend in Love and Wine the live-long Day. 


S H E. 


I ſleep, but ſtill my liſtning Fancy wakes, 
A Voice informs Me my Beloved ſpeaks ; 
To thy dear Arms, He cries, my lovely Fair, 
Receive me from the dark inclement Air: 
The Vapours fall, the driſly Dews diſtil, 


« The Drops of Night my Locks with Moiſture fill; 


« Ariſe, my Fair, unfold the bolted Doors, 

« Ariſe, tis I, thy Wanderer implores. 

Alas! the darkning Shades my Sandals hide, 

My Mantle's negligently thrown aſide ; 

Can I now find it? or defile again 

My Feet juſt waſht, and from the Bathing clean ? 
Yet will I come all barefoot and undreſt, 

And claſp Thee dropping to my warmer Breaſt, 


Upon the Lock my Prince's Fingers move, 
The Sound diſſolves my pitying Soul to Love: 
I roſe, I flew with Speed to let Him in, 

But too much Haſte obſtructed my Deſign; 
O'er every Bolt my wandring Fingers ſtray 
Perfum'd, and leave ſweet Odours by the Way. 
But when I open'd, Ah! my Love was gone, 
Tir'd out with my Delay, He had withdrawn, 
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Sore on my Mind the Diſappointment hung, 
My Soul Regret and ſharp Vexation ſtung. 
Again my mournful Voice I ſent around, 
But only Echo babbled to the Sound. 

Then madly thro' the ſilent Street I ran, 
Hoping to find the dear excluded Man : 
Alone I hurried on my giddy Flight, 

Nor fear'd the lurking Dangers of the Night. 


The Watch, to whom I tenderly complain'd, 


With foul Reproach my ſpotleſs Honour ftain'd: 
My looſe Attire the Sentinels deſcry?d,. 

And rudely wou'd have drawn my Veil aſide. 
Pity my Caſe, Ye Virgins of the Plain, 
Whene'er Ye take, reſtore my wand'ring Swain: 
For Him I languiſh, and my loveſick Mind 
Without his Preſence no Relief can find. 


CHORUS f VIRGINS. 


How bleſt, how more than bleſt the happy Swain! 
For whom ſo fine a Creature can complain. 
Deſcribe, Thou Fair, this Partner of thy Breaſt, 
Show us how He ſo far excels the reſt; 

O ſay what Charms, with ſuch ſuperior Grace, 
Finiſh his Perſon and adorn. his Face.. 


S HE. 


His Face with far tranſcendent Beauty glows, 
As the rich Standard in the Squadren ſhows ; 
His Charms ſuch bright diſtinguiſht Luſtre wear, 
Among ten "Thouſand He'd the Chief appear. 
A youthful Red with intermingled White 
Sets off his Features in a pleaſing Light; 
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Shining his Hair, and of a Raven Black, 

In waving Ringlets falls adown his Back: 

Arm'd with a tender Languiſhment his Eyes 

Pleaſe while they wound, and kill without Surprize ; 
So ſoft, and ſo alluring, Turtles look, 

That bill and coo beſide the purling Brook. 

His blooming Cheeks reſemble vernal Flow'rs, 


Warm'd with the Sun and plumpt with April Show'rs.. 
His melting Lips like new-blown Roſebuds meet, 


Bedew'd and dropping with a balmy Sweet. 
But Oh! his fragrant Kiſſes who can tell! 

So much beyond Deſcription they excel. 
Where can his matchleſs Hand a Rival find ? 
So turn'd the Fingers, and ſo fitly join'd ! 
Rings for Embelliſnment by ſome are worn; 
His finer Hands the very Gems adorn, 

His Skin, like poliſh'd Ivory, ſmooth and fair, 
His Veins like Rows of inlaid Saphires are, 
His ſhapely Legs like marble Pillars, hold 
The Fabric riſing from a Baſe of Gold. 

His Form a Proſpect fo inviting wears, 

As crown'd with Cedars Lebanon appears, 
When with the ſloping Sun 'tis gilded bright, 
And bleſſes with its Smiles the diſtant Sight. 


Such is my Love, Ye Virgins, ſuch the Swain 
That gives me Pleaſure with alternate Pain. 


CANTO 


: 


th My = oy © — = wy 


IX ,J) 0 


- __ wat Sr 
— Lak; ne 


The Fare CIRCASSIAN. 17 


PCC RETWEL REYS 
E A M- 26 VI. 


CHORUS. 
N RIGHT Maid, ah! whither is thy Charmer 
2: gone, 


x 
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And left Thee here defenceleſs and alone? 
Tell Us, that we may range the Streets, the 
Or Garden, till We find the Man You love. [Grovey 


— 


S HE. 


Sure to the Garden He has bent his Flight, 
For there's his Pleaſure and his Soul's Delight; 
Nor wonder that all Night he revels there, 

A Wilderneſs of Spice perfumes the Air ; 
Citrons above, and fragrant Flow'rs beneath, 

In ev'ry Walk their grateful Odours breathe : 
Fruits with delicious Pulp his Thirſt appeaſe, 
And riſing Lilies form his Couch of Eaſe. 
Happy, if while He views the pleaſing Scene, 
Some tender 'Thoughts of Me break in between. 


H E. 


What other Object can Admittance find, 
While You, dear bright Idea, fill my Mind. 
Shou'd Tirza with her gilded Turrets rife, 
The Landskip paint, and mingle with the Skies; 
Place but my Fair, my beauteous Princeſs near, 
Her Charms the finer Proſpect wou'd appear. 
Shou'd 
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Shou'd Armies march along in meet Array, 
Their Spears advance, their Enſigns wide diſplay ;. 


Her Eyes wou'd more exalted Glories dart, 


With more Surprize wou'd thrill the Gazer's Heart. 


. Nouriſht by their propitious Beams I live, 


Yet ſcarce can bear the Splendor that they give : 
So ſhines the Morning Sun with kindly Light, 
But who can view his Blaze without an aking Sight ? 


Unnumber'd Females, of a Form divine, 
The ſoft Seraglio's private Walls confine ; 


Where blooming Virgins ripen to Deſire, 
And bright Sultanas glow with practis'd Fire: 


Oft, as I ſigh amidſt the beauteous Throng 
For All by turns, but not for Any long, 
From Charm to Charm with eager Guſt I rove, 


Reſolv' d to tafte Variety of Love; 


But ſoon as I behold my heav'nly Fair, 
My wand'ring Fancy ſtops, and ſettles there : 
The Beauties of the Sex I find in One, 


For She's a Magazine of Charms alone, 


The lighted Nymphs yet bleſs Her with their Voice, 
And Envy's {elf approves the happy Choice. 


But who is This, that with her glorious Eyes, 
Looks like the Morn, and emulates the Skies ? 
Fair as the Moon, reflecting Silver Light, 
Strong as the golden Sun, and beamy bright. 
So glittering Spears that. gild the dreadful War 
With fatal Gleams ſhine trembling from afar. 
Down in the Grove of Spices as I ſtood, 


To view the riſing Flow'rs and pregnant Bud; 


The 
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The Trees in Verdure Green, with bloomy Shade 
And mingled Light, a lively Landskip made; 

Vet when Her diſtant Eyes like Stars appear, 

My ready Senſes ſtart and center there: 

Wing'd with Deſire, my Soul outflies the Wind, 
And the bright Scene neglected leaves behind. 


EAN TR 
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© 2 Q Are cas'd in Purple Buskins wrought with Gold; 
Her well-turn'd Legs and full - proportion'd 
Thighs, 

Charm by Degrees, and with new Beauty riſe ;. 

The Joints with Dimples ſmiling ; and above, 

The Spring of Bliſs, the bubbling Fount of Love: 

Plump is her Belly, but how ſmoothly plain ! 

Like Fields of Wheat impregnated with Rain; 

White as the ſilver Lily's ſnowy. Bloom, 

Swelling- with Dew, and fragrant with Perfume. 
Her even Breaſts like the Roe's Younglings play, 
And panting bound luxuriant as They: 

Like Velvet Buds the crimſon Nipples riſe, 

Firm to the Touch and grateful to the Eyes. 

Fair as an Ivory Column's tow'ring Height, 

Her lofty Neck advances to the Sight. 

Her Eyes reflect the Fountain's limpid Hue, 

Clear as the Sky and of a heavenly Blue, 


Like 
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| Like Beams of milder Light, divinely fair, 
Bound back and braided ſhines her filken Hair. 
The King, in paſſing, her bright Form admires, 
And feels within his Breaſt ſoft kindling Fires; 
Held in the Galleries a Slave to Love, 

Intent He gazes, and forgets to move. 


For Pleaſure form'd, and finiſh'd for Delight : 
Tall as the Palm thy Mien, thy juicy Breaſt, | 
Like cluſtring Grapes, inviting to be preſt. 

Let Me the ſtraight the ſtately Bole aſcend, 
Graſp'd in my Arms the blooming Boughs ſhall bend; 
The cluſt' ring Vine in my Embrace ſhall bleed, 
And on thy fragrant balmy Breath I'll feed. 

Thy Lips, whoſe Taſte exceeds the richeſt Wine, 
Shall feaſt my Palate and my Bliſs refine : 

This with new Pleaſure will our Joys prolong, 
Make Dullneſs brisk,. and wearied Nature young. 


S HE. 


Thy Tranſports, Love, with what Delight I hear! 
Such Fondneſs raviſhes my liſtning Ear, 

With Thee I'll range the diſtant lonely Fields, 
Where the freſh Spring eternal Pleaſure yields; 
Where the low Village free from noiſy Strife, 
Unheeded drinks the real Sweets of Life. 

There let us lodge, and with the Morning Sun 

Our Courſe of pleaſing Toil together run; 

Obſerve the Vine its tender Bud diſcloſe, 

How with young Bloom the new Pomegranate glows : 


How 


How Fair art Thou, my Queen, thy Charms how bright? 
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How ripening Fruits in Embryo appear, 

The grateful Proſpect of a plenteous Year. 
'There, on ſome Bank reclin'd, whilſt over Head 
Embow'ring Jaſmines their ſweet Odours ſhed, 
Claſping and claſpt with ever-twining Arms, 
Unenvy'd I'll enjoy thy manly Charms, 

Give up my hidden Beauties to thy Sight, 

And die in Exſtaſies of full Delight. 


CAN T O VIL 


S HE. 


H! that thou wert, as once my Brother was, 
Free and familiar to my fond Embrace; 
When ſmiling Both, Both innocent and young, 
One Breaſt we ſuck'd, and on one Boſom hung. 
Then, without Shame, I'd publickly employ 

Each paſſing Minute to improve my Joy. 

Graſp thy dear Hand, and with a Siſter's Kiſs 
Uncenſur'd ſteal a momentary Bliſs : 

And when, impatient of the raging Fire, 

A mutual Senſe ſhou'd prompt Us to retire. 

Fearleſs I'd lead Thee to my Mother's Bed, 

And on thy Boſom lay my raptur'd Head : 

By Her inſtructed in the Arts of Love, 

My Paſſion might with apteſt Graces move; 

While rich Collations, crown'd with cordial Wine, 

To feed our Flame, like Fuel, ſhou'd combine, 
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Be gone, ye Female Slaves, my Voice obey 3. 
Fly, and attend with Silence far away : 
Perhaps my Love, to Solitude inclin'd, 

In gentle Slumbers will indulge his Mind. 


H E. 
Lean on my Arm, on Me thy Head recline, 


The Care to guard my Charmer's Steps be mine: 


Thy Poſture now revives the pleaſing Thought 
How Thou wert firſt to my Embraces brought. 
Beneath a lofty Cedar's gloomy Shade 


On the green Turf my languid Limbs were laid, 


Thy Mother came, and lo! She led along 
Her dear S A PHI RA, beautiful and young; 


When ſtraight She gave Thee to my longing Side, 


And J with Ardour ſeis'd the bluſhing Bride. 
The Reſt is paſt Deſcription -------- now no more 
Love was outragious, for his Fit was o'er : 


T rais'd Thee fainting from the fragrant Green, 


The conſcious Print among the Flow'rs was ſeen ; 
My Arm, as now, ſuſtain'd thy lovely Frame, 


Sweet was the Pleaſure then, and now the ſame. - 


S HE. 
Light of my Life, Oh! take me to thy Heart, 


Nor ever with thy fond S APH IRA part: 


Oh! ſeal me, ſtamp me on thy tender Mind, 
And leave the ſtrong Impreſſion deep behind. 
For Love, like Death, his Sceptre ſternly ſways, 
When: e' er the Tyrant calls, the Slave obeys. 
His Paſſion, turn'd to Jealouſy, will rave 

Fierce as à Whirlwind, cruel as the Grave, 


For 
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For ever burnt and burning with Deſire, 

As Coals that glow with unconſuming Fire. 
Let guſhing Brooks and ſwelling Torrents roll 
Their cooling Waters o'er the Love-lick Soul, 
Yet will ſurvive the bright unſullied Flame, 

Its Vigour lively, and its Heat the ſame. 
Ranſack the ſolid Globe for Wealth, and ſweep 
The ſecret Vallies of th' unfathom'd Deep, 
Give all to Love and bribe Him to be kind, 
Yet ſtill you'll feel his Fetters on your Mind: 
Whate'er you ſtake, his Value's ſtill above, 

And nothing balances but Love for Love. 


H E. 

Then, be it publiſh'd thro' the ſpacious Eaſt, 
How much, how dearly SOLOMON is bleſt. 
Shew, how his Palaces and Temples riſe, 

With glittering Roofs aſpiring to the Skies ; 

Paint his fair Gardens, and diſcloſe the Groves, 
The private Scenes of his repeated Loves ; 

The purling Falls of Water to invite 

Soft Slumbers, and divert with freſh Delight : 
Deſcribe his Ivory Throne, his pompous State, 
With all the gawdy Names that found Him Great: 
But tell the World that theſe are trifling Things 
Compar'd to Her from whom his Pleaſure ſprings, 
For Grandeur and for glorious Fame defign'd 

To awe the Vulgar, and amuſe Mankind, 

Mere Bubbles made for Wonder and for Show ; 
His real Joys from dear SAP HI R A flow. 


And, 
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And, leſt the dazling Mines from Ophir brought 


To after Ages ſhou'd ſuggeſt a Thought, 
That He, who cou'd command ſo rich a Prize, 
Might well be bleſt, might well be counted Wile, 
Let future Times in laſting Verſe be told, 

His Fair One made him Happy, not his Gold. 


S H E. 


Sweet are the Accents of thy heavenly Voice ! 
The Groves are pleas'd, the liſtning Swains rejoice 3 
The little Birds ſuſpend their fluttring Wing, 
Hover in Silence, and forget to ſing. 

Once more with that enchanting Muſick chear 
My longing Soul, my fond expecting Ear. 
O come, with all thy dear delightful Charms: 


+ Ruſh on my Breaſt and dart into my Arms: 


Oh, haſte, my Life, and with thy nimbler Speed 
The Mountain Roe or the wild Hart exceed. 
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e E kind Reception with which my late 

Pupil's Performance has been entertain'd 
Ss by People of a diſtinguiſh'd Taſte and 
j Condition, has gone fo far as to ho- 
nour it ewith ſeveral new Impreſſions ; 
hich the Printer having thought proper ta ſet forth 
in a Size more convenient for the Hand or Packet, he 
importun'd me for ſome other Pieces of the Author to 
fill up the ſupernumerary Pages of his laſt Sheet. 
Therefore, in compliance with his Requeſt, I ſent him 
the following Poems, as what I judg'd ſufficient for 
the Supplement he deſired: And their being turn'd þg 
much upon the Subject of Love, makes them the leſs 
unfit to be added upon this Occaſion. I believe the 
Remains which ] bade of his, are enough to fill a 
pretty large Volume; which may all in their ſeveral 
Turns ſee the Light. Theſe which are here communi- 
cated to the Town were ſome of them written during the 
Time of an Excurſion, which the young Gentleman made 
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4% London, ſome frw Winters ago. Where-ever he 
went, Love was flill uppermoſt in his Mind; fo that 
he ſeems to have liv'd, as well as died, for that dar- 
ling Paſſion. I cou'd wiſh it had excluded from his 
Imagination Thoughts of a leſs innocent Nature, which 
he ſeems to have borrow'd from the free-thinking Fre- 
guenters of Button's ; fince I can't help ſuſpeting that 
thoſe, who are ſo apt to expatiate upon the pious 
Frauds of the ancient Heathens, would (if they durſt} M 
be little leſs forward in their Conſtructions of the Rite: 

and Ceremonies of modern Chriſtianity, 


- Oxon, Feb. 15, 1720. Sifta 


THE 


MIDSUMMER WIS H. 


— Quis me gelidis ſub montibus Hemi 


Siflat, & ingenti ramorum protegat umbra ! Virg, 


Written when the Author was at Eton School. 
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AF T me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
J To Vindſor's ſhady kind Retreat, 


Trees, 
n Bl Repel the Dogſtar's raging Heat: 
Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds 
Afford a rural calm repoſe ; 
Where Woodbinds hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old Oozy Thames that flows faſt by 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 

His glaiſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flowry Meadow ftrays, 


Where Silvan Scenes, wide- ſpreading 
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His fertile Banks with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty ſwell, 
Where-&er his purer Streams are ſeen 


The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 


Let me thy clear thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide, 

In Thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And cut the gently-rolling Tide. 


Lay me, with Damask Roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade, 
Where Water-Lilies deck the Ground, 


Where bubling Springs refreſh the Glade. 


Let dear Lucinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle ſlightly dreſt. 

Ye Nymphs, bind up her flowing Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt, 


O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 


To Thee alone the Muſe ſhall ſing, 


And warble thro' the vocal Grove. 
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E RE I invited to a Nectar Feaſt 
In Heawen, and Venus nam'd me for her Gueſt; 
Tho' Mercury the Meſſenger ſhould prove, 
Or her own Son, the mighty God of Love; 
At the ſame Inſtant let but honeſt Tom 
From Sylvia's dear terreſtrial Lodging come, 
With Look important fay --— defires ----- at Three 
Alone ----- your Company to drink ſome Tea. 
Tho' Tom were mortal, Mercury divine ; 
Tho' Sy/via gave me Water, Venus Wine; 
Tho' Heaven was here, and Boauſtreet lay as far 
As the vaſt Diſtance of the utmoſt Star; : 
To Sylvia's Arms with all my Strength I'd fly; 
Let who would meet the Beauty of the Sky. 
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TIL let us love, my Sylvia, and be wiſe; 


Look grave ſometimes, but in our Hearts deſpiſe 
The Things which formal Hypocrites adviſe. 


The Sun, whoſe flagging Beams decline at Night, 
Riſes each Morn with freſh recruited Light : 


C But 
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But We, when once we've ſpent our ſcanty Day, 
Muſt bid good-night to Pleaſure, Love and Play, 
And fleep a whole Eternity away. 

Then, while You live, be conſtant to employ 
Each ebbing Moment in the Affairs of Joy; 
When Privacy permits, and Youth requires, 
Exert your Strength, and light up all your Fires; 
Wreſtling detain the Angel of Delight, 

And force a Bleſſing ere he takes his Flight. 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes let your Lips prepare, 

The balmy Prelude to the Lover's War, 

Thick as the whirling Sands on L:bya's Coaſt, 
Suck'd in Confuſion, and in Rapture loſt. 


O Venus ! grant thy Suppliant ſuch a Death; 


O'erwhelm'd in Storms like This to loſe his Breath. 


Or when the fated Point of Time draws nigh, 
Stretch'd on the ſacred Altar let me lie, 
Sylvia the Prieſteſs, and the Victim I. 

As under Ida's Shades, Almighty Fowve, 
Bath'd in the Sweets of ſoft ambroſial Love, 
Exhaufted lay on Juno's panting Breaſt, 
Godlike diſſolving to immortal Reſt. 


To 
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8 YLV IA, for ever lovely, deareſt Maid, | 
With You compar'd, the Lily and the Roſe 
O'erwhelm'd in Grief recline their dewy Head, 
Nor This ſo pure, nor That fo blooming ſhows : 
In every Clime your opening Beauties bring 
Flora's whole Wardrobe, a perpetual Spring. 


Unlock the Treſſes of your burniſh'd Hair, 
Looſe let the Ringlets o'er your Shoulders ſpread, 

Thus mix'd, We view them more diſtinctly fair, 
Like Trails of golden Wire on Ivory laid. 

So Phebys ver the yielding Ather ftreams, 

And ſtreaks the filver Clouds with brighter Beams. 


So finely turn'd your poliſh'd Eyebrows. riſe, 
As model'd by young Cupid's heavinly Bow; 
And ſure his fatal Shafts are in your Eyes, | 
Which at the gazing World in ſport You throw. 
O Nymph, to eaſe your Lover's throbbing Smart, 
Yield, and prepare for a revenging Dart. 


Your honied Lips, like fair Vermilion bright, 
Moiſt as Dione's with a balmy Sweet, 
Pouting for Kiſſes, ſwell to give Delight, 
And part commodiouſly with mine to meet. 
O come, like Doves, my Sylvia, let us bill, 
Foin, thruſt, and parry with ingenious Skill. 
C 2 
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But ftop ! for ſo exceſſive is the Bliſs, 

It ſhoots like Poiſon thro' my vital Blood, 
With pleaſing Pain You ſtab at ev'ry Kiſs, 
O Gods! and torture while You're kindly Good. j4 
Too lovely Maid! regard my cruel Caſe, 

And heal Me with a full compleat Embrace. 


What roſy Odours your ſoft Boſom yields! 
Heaving and falling gently as You breathe : 
Like Hills that riſe amidſt fair fertile Fields, 
With round ſmooth Tops and flow'ry Vales beneath. 
So ſwell the candid Alhs with fleecy Snow, 
While Myrtles bud, and Violets bloom below. 


Vour Speech like Muſic flows in charming Strains, 
Your fragrant Kiſſes with Delight I taſte, 

Your Touch like Lightning trembles thro' my Veins, 
| And 'wakes my Fancy to a freſh Repaſt. 
Raptures on Raptures, an eternal Round, 

And Joys on Joys ſucceſſively abound. 


lf the fam'd Pow'rs ſuch full Fruition ſhare 
1 In Tranſports which their Appetites refine, 
If Love and Pleaſure are the Buſineſs there, 
What Bliſs have They more exquiſite than mine ? 
Sylvia, like Heaven, does ev'ry Senſe improve, 


And melts * ev'ry Paſſion into Love. 
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HEATHEN PRIEST RAFT. 


FROM THE 


Firſt Book of Ovid's Faſtorum. 


I Grant that ever ſince the World began . 
The Gods claim'd Worſhip from their Creature Man; 5 
But then, in Offerings frugal as in Food, N 
Their Altars ſtood unſtain'd with Victim Blood; 8 

They offer'd beſt who practis'd to be Good. 

As yet no foreign Ship with Spices fraught 

Had Myrrhe and Frankincenſe from India brought. þ 
Far off conceal'd along Euphrates Shore | ] 
Thoſe balmy Shrubs their fragrant Bloſſoms bore; 
Unvalu'd the rich Cordial Crocus grew, 

Or only valu'd for its purple Hue. 

The Prieſts their Virtues firſt perceiv'd, and then 
The Gods requir'd *em at the Hands of Men. 
Before, green Potherbs of good ſavory Smell, 

The Product of each Garden, ſerv'd as well; 

Or branching Laurel, crackling as it blaz d, 

In blueiſh Fumes the angry Gods appeas d. 

Freſh Garlands, woven from the flowery Banks, 
Were deem'd Oblations of ſufficient Rank: 

Violets, if twiſted in among the reſt, 

Brib'd high, and ev'n pronounc'd the Suppliant bleſt. 
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Were ſince invented by ſome Butcher Prieſt; 

Who wiſely finding that the Fleſh was good, 
Feign'd that the Gods muſt be appeas'd with Blood. 
Ceres in Wrath demands the routing Swine, 
Bacchus the Goat, for nibbling of his Vine. 

The Sheep and Ox, accus'd of no Offence, 

Seem to be doom'd without the leaſt Pretence : 
But our diſcreet Divines declare that theſe 

Do, beſt of all, the Pow'rs immortal pleaſe, 

That the Gods leave their Heaven for ſuch a Treat ; 
True; For broil'd Cutlets are delicious Meat, 


| But yet ſometimes, to ſhift the artful Scene, 
Some Gods are honour'd with a Beaft unclean : 
If all which they requir'd were good to eat, 
Twould make Mankind ſuſpect it all a Cheat; 
Some Rites indifferent muſt be duly mixt, 
To ſhuffle with the reſt, and come betwixt: 
Thus argues the defigning crafty Prieſt, 

And thus conceals and carries on the Jeft, 
Therefore a Dog at Trivia's Altar dies; 

Or a dead Horſe may be a Sacrifice ; 

Such as the Perfians offer to the Sun, 

Becauſe he's active and well-made to run. 

For, whether all the juggling Pranks they do 
Are advantageous to themſelves, or no, 

The Prieſthood ftill give Reaſons for each Trick, 
And make em all ſignificant alike. 

Gallant Priapus, Guardian of our Fruit, 

An Aſs requires, that aukward heavy Brute. 


8 Tools to kill and carve the ſlaughter'd Beaſt, 


But 


ut 
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But hear the Cauſe his reverend Clergy give; 
Tis no unpleaſant Legend, as I live. 


When ancient Greece triennial Honours paid 
To Bacchus with the Ivy-circled Head, 
Each rural Deity was made a Gueſt, 
And chear'd with mirthful Pleaſantries the Feaſt. 
Pan and his Crew of luſtful Satyrs came, 
Whoſe youthful Blood burnt with Venereal Flame: 
For the bright Nymphs, from every Stream and Grove 
Aſſembled there, inſpir'd their Hearts with Love. 
There old Si lenus came, in uſual State, 


Aſtride his Afs, ridiculouſſy great. 


There the rough * Patron of the Gardens too 
With well-hung Enſign march'd expos'd to View; 
And came where all the Company was laid 

On moſſy Beds beneath a ſpreading Shade. 

Their Wine by Bacchus was ſupply'd alone, 

But each was crown'd with Garlands of his own. 
A limpid Brook roll'd thro' the matted Grafs, 

At once to cool and qualify the Glaſs. 

'The woody Nymphs, Part with looſe flowing Hair,, 
Their ſnowy Necks, and heaving Breaſts all bare, 
Part dreſt, and with embreded Treſſes crown'd, 
Their ſhapely Legs in Silver Buskins bound, 
With lily Hands, the fragrant Dinner dreſt, 

And added to the Flavour of the Feaſt. 

The gentle Breeze that wav'd their thin Attire, 
Fan'd in the rural Gods an amorous Fire. 

There Pan, his Brow begirt with mountain Pines, 


Ogling, in Sighs his captive Heart reſigns. 
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Silenus too with untam'd Luſt was ſtung, 
Whoſe everlaſting Lewdneſs keeps him Voung. 
But ſtiff Priapus, Warden of the Groves, 
With Lotis ſmitten, only Lotis loves: 

On her his Wiſhes and his Eyes are fix'd, 

And all his Talk with double Meanings mix'd. 
But Beauty's often temper'd with Diſdain, 

The Fair with Scorn regards her Lover's Pain : 
She .awes the Letcher with a diſtant Pride, 

And haughty Smiles his public Flame deride. 


Now Night advanc'd, and Wine and Revels done, 
Eaſy Repoſe with gentle Sleep came on. 
The burning God obſerv'd where, tir'd with Play, 
Lotis beneath a ſhady Maple lay ; 
Stretch'd out ſupine upon a graſſy Bed, 
Upon a flow'ry Turf reclin'd her Head. 
He roſe, and, filent as the Steps of Death, 
On Tiptoe ſoftly ſtealing, held his Breath: 
Till he had crept within the bliſsful Bow'r 
That gave his utmoſt Wiſhes to his PoW 'r. 
And now, afraid leſt every moving Air, 


Ev'n her own Breath might wake the ſlumb'ring Fair, 


The neighb'ring Turf with tender Care he preſt; 
Still lay the Nymph o'erwhelm'd in downy Reſt : 
O'erjoy'd the God her Veſture upward drew, 

And to the Goal with furious Vigour flew ;, 

When the grave Pad of old Silenus bray'd, 

And moſt unluckily his Plot betray d. 

The Nymph awaken' d ſtrove with all her Might 
To ſtop the eager Dotard's fond Delight, 


And, 
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And, rolling ſidelong from his hot Embrace, 
Scream'd out and fill'd with loud Alarms the Place. 
The ſilver Moon, juſt breaking from a Cloud, 
Show'd where the God in ſtrange Confuſion ſtood, 
Too well provided for the Feats of Love, 

And quite expos'd to all the laughing Grove. 


For this the Aſs was victim d, and from hence 
All Aſſes ſuffer for that One's Offence. 


'The feather'd Warblers, whoſe melodious Lay 
Gladdens the Shade from every leafy Spray, 
With Love and Innocence ſecurely bleſt, 
Might hope to ſcape the bloody-minded Prieſt, 
But theſe they ſay the Gods command to kill, 
As Creatures that reveal the heav'nly Will ; 
When in ſwift Flight they ſtretch their painted Wing, 
Or when they raiſe their trilling Voice and ſing. 
Thus from her Mate the ſpotleſs Turtle torn 
Is often to the flaming Altar born. 
Thus Geeſe for 7's ſplendid Feaſt are carv'd, 
Tho' once a. Gooſe the Capitol preſerv'd. 
Nor ought avails the Cock- his coral Creſt, 
His ſhining Plumes, and gloſſy varying Breaſt, 
Since his ſhril Note, which wakes the Morning Light;. 
Offends the. gloomy Goddeſs of the Night. 


Thus fays the Prieſt, providing at his Wiſh 
A roaſted Gooſe, that very ſpecial Diſh. 
And, to reward his ſacerdotal Toil, 
For him, the Cock, for him the Pidgeons broil. 
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From the Second Book of Ov1D's Faſtorum. 


O F the gay Silvan God that widely roves 
O'er ſair Arcadia's Plains, and ſhady Groves, 

That haunts each gurgling Spring, and flow'ry Dale, 

Where opening Tempe ſpreads its happy Vale, 

Where green Oyllene rears her lofty Head, 

And ſtreaming Ladon cuts the graſſy Mead, 

Of Faunus is my Song. Aſſiſt my Verde, 

O woody Saint, while I thy Rites rehearſe. 


Rome, for ſtrict Piety of old renown'd, 
With Flowrets ſweet thy verdant Altars crown'd, 
With Thee her wide Pantheon pleas'd to grace ; 
'Tho' now Inferior Saintlings fill the Place. 
At thine, the giddy Superftitious Crowd, 
As now at their Preceſſions, ſtar d and bow'd, 
On Faunus' Feaſt they ſanctify d the Day 
With Rubric, Temple, Carnival and Play. 
But ſure their Cult indecently they paid, 
And Nature's Privacies too much diſplay' d; 
Uncloath'd thy Prieſts their myſtic Meaſures trod, 
And naked honour'd Thee their naked God, 


Forgive 
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Forgive the Muſe, if ludicrouſly bold 

The wanton Maid thy Secrets dares unfold ; 
If ſhe, jocoſe, the fabled Cauſe relates, 

To ſee his Clergy cloath'd why Faunus hates. 


"Twas Summer; Phebus, with declining Ray, 
Began to ſlope the tedious ſultry Day 3 
When Faunus, circled with his horned Throng, 
On the ſoft Turf ſecurely lay along. 


Here from the Chace fatigu'd, and faint with Heat, 


Under the Shade he ſought a cool Retreat. 

No ſunny Beams here pierc'd the leafy Trees, 
Which nor excluded quite the fanning Breeze ; 
The fanning Breeze among the Branches blew, 
And open'd, to the North, a diſtant view. 

From hence the goatiſh Deity deſcry d 

Alcides walking with his Lydian Bride,. 

When ftarting, with an amorous Look he gaz'd,. 
And while he look'd, her blooming Beauty prais'di. 
O happy Swain! he gently ſighing ſaid, 

Who uncontrolPd enjoy fo bright a Maid; 

Stop, and with one dear Sight a Rival bleſs, 

Let me admire the Nymph whom You poſſeſs. 


And You, brown mountain Goddeſſes, whoſe Charms; 


Fade in the Light which now my Boſom warms, 
No more with ill-placd Love I'll kneel to You 3, 
Adieu, brown. Mountain Goddeſſes, adieu. 


Thus, as ſhe walk'd, her Air and gay Attire 
Fed the quick Flames of his prevailing Fire. 
Her ſnowy Neck embrown'd with flowing Hair, 
Like Light in Shades appear'd more brightly fair. 
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Embroider'd Gold her Purple Mantua grac d, 

A golden Girdle bound her ſlender Waſte. 

A gilt Umbrella Hercules upheld, 

Which from the Fair the ſcorching Beams repell'd. 
Now Time, inſenſibly beguil'd with Talk, 
Brings Evening on, and finiſhes their Walk : 
Heſper's bright Lamp flames in, the ruddy Weſt, 
And ſhews the buſy World 'tis Time to reſt. 

Down the deſcending Mount they take their Way, 
And winding Vineyards o'er the Vale ſurvey :. 
And now are at their cooly Grot arriv'd, 

By Naturs imitating Art contriv'd. 

The Roof with unhewn Pumice vaulted hung, 
Round the rough Entrance claſping Ivy clung. 
Near which a purling Spring that down diſtill'd, 
A Ciftern, hollow'd with its dropping, fill'd. 


Here, while the Servants, with officious Haſte, 
Prepar'd for Supper, and the Side-board plac'd, 
The ſprightly Nymph a frolic Fancy try'd, 

And dreſt her rough Alcides like a Bride. 

A Crimſon Pall, varied with Purple Hue, 
Of fineſt Silk ſhe o'er his Shoulders threw ; 
Then with her ſcanty Girdle wou'd have brac'd 
The ample Circuit of his brawny Waſte ; 

And giggled much his Limbs fo large to find, 
As in her widen'd Plaits were ſcarce confin'd. 
Her ſelf put on the Lion's ſhaggy Hide, 

The weighty Quiver rattled at her Side; 

Then graſp'd the Club the mighty Hero bore, 
Which never felt ſo foft a Touch before. 


Thus, 
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Thus, for a Whim, prepoſteruoſly clad, 
They ſupt and went to Bed in Maſquerade: 
But lay that Night apart, reſolv'd to riſe 
And chaſtly pay their Morning Sacrifice: 
A Tribute due to Bacchus the Divine, 
The Author. of all Good, Love, Mirth, and Wine. 


Now all was huſht, for now 'twas midnight Hour,, 
When Faunus ventur'd to the roſy Bow'r. 
Love, whoſe inſinuating tickling Dart 
To Action can excite ev'n Woman's Heart, . 
Drove the hot Lover from his ſhady Home 
On dangerous Attempts abroad to roam, 
Thro' all the gloomy Horrors of the Night, 
Scorning unmanly Fear and pale Affright. 
And now, the Entry to the Grotto found, | 
He ſpread his bawdy Hands, and gropt around. , 
Here firſt,, embalm'd in Wine, the Servants lay, 4 | 
Careleſs, and ſnor'd the live- long Night away. 
The blund'ring God, his Hopes from hence advanc'd,. 
To find their quaffing Lord as deep entranc'd, 
Arm'd with a greater Boldneſs ventur'd in, 
And thought to act ſecure the luſcious Sin. 
Firſt, by good Hap, the bliſsful Bed he found, 
Which with Succeſs his Wiſhes might have crown'd. 
But when will ſublunary Creatures dare 
To truſt their Wants with Providence's Care? 
Each on his own Diſcretion ſtill relies, 
And moſt miſtakes, when moſt he thinks he's wiſe. 
Thus far'd the God; who, had he not beley'd 
His own Surmiſes, ne er had been deceiv'd. 
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For when he felt the ſhaggy Lion's Hair, 

The rugged covering of the comely Fair, 

Struck with a ſudden Dread he ſtarted back, 

As when the Shepherd in the thorny Brake 8 
Treads unawares upon a ſleeping Snake. 

Then, ſtealing forward to th' adjoining Couch, 
Whoſe Silk with Softneſs met his gentle Touch, 
He mounted on the Side that next him lay, 

His Spear advanc'd and ready for the Fray. 

Bur liftmg up the Clothes, and feeling there, 

He found huge Legs all rough with thickſet Hair, 
Surpriz d, and groping farther, ſtill in vain, 

His curious ſearch alarm'd the ſturdy Swain, 
Whoſe backſtroke Fiſt recoiling at his Head 
Tumbled the Sylvan, from the lofty Bed. 

The Noiſe diſturb'd the Nymph, who in a Fright 
Call d np the Slaves, and bid them bring a Light. 
A Light was brought ; which ſoon diſcover'd All ; 


Poor Faunus bruis'd and groaning with his Fall; 


Who ſcarce could raiſe his batter'd Limbs from Ground : 
A Ridicule to all the drunken Vaſſals round. 

Loud laugh'd the well-begotton Son of Fowe, 

The Lydian Damſel laugh'd, to ſee her Love 

With uncouth Pain diſtort his Satyr's Face, 

Aſtam'd and limping from th' unlucky Place. 


The God, by Clothes thus fatally beguil'd, 
His Hopes betray'd, his amorous Fancy foil'd, 
Hates all Attire ; and hence. his wanton Prieſts 
Admit the Naked only to his Feaſts. 
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Then, to refreſh and purify the Heart, 
Divines would only view each outward Part, 
But modern Rome, to ſcour us all from Sin, 
Appoints a prying Prieſt to peep within. 
Both bent to know the Secrets of Mankind, 
The Body Thoſe perus'd, but theſe the Mind: 
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Seen while ſhe was bathing. 


os WAS Summer, and the clear reſplendent Moon. 
Shedding far o'er the Plains her full-orb'd Light, 
Among the leſſer Stars diſtinctly ſhone,  * 
Deſpoiling of its Gloom the ſcanty Night, 
When, walking forth, a lonely Path I took | 
Nigh. the fair Border of a purling Brook. 


Sweet and refreſhing was the Midnight Air, 
Whoſe gentle Motions huſh't the filent Grove; 


Silent, unleſs when prick'd with wakeful Care 
Philomel warbled out her Tale of Love: 


While blooming Flowers, which in the Meadows grew, 
Ofer all the Place their blended Odours threw, 
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Juſt by, the limpid River's cryſtal Wave, 

Its Eddies gilt with Phebe's ſilver Ray, 
Still as it flow'd a glittering Luſtre gave 

With glancing Gleams that emulate the Day ; 
Yet, Oh ! not half fo bright as thoſe that riſe 
Where young Florinda bends her ſmiling Eyes. 


Whatever pleaſing Views my Senſes meet, 
Her intermingled Charms improve the Theme; 
The warbling Birds, the Flow'rs that breathe ſo ſweet, 
And the ſoft Surface of the dimpled Stream, 
Reſembling in the Nymph ſome lovely Part, 
With Pleaſures more exalted ſeize my Heart; 


Napt in theſe Thoughts I negligently rov'd, 
Imagin'd Tranſports all my Soul employ, 
When the delightful Voice of Her I. lov'd. 
Sent thro the Shades a Sound of real Joy. 
Confus'd it came, with giggling Laughter mixt, . 
And Echo from the Banks reply'd betwixt. 


Inſpir d with Hope, upborn with light Deſire, 
To the dear Place my ready Footſteps tend, 

Quick, as when kindling Trails of active Fire 
Up to their native Firmament afcend : 

There ſhrouded in the Briars unſeen I ſtood, 


' Andthro' the Leaves ſurvey'd the neighb'ring Flood. 
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Flrinda, with two Siſter Nymphs, undreſt, 
Within the Channel of the cooly Tide, 

By bathing ſought to ſooth her Virgin Breaſt, 
Nor could the Night her dazling Beauties hide; 


Her 
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Her Features, glowing with eternal Bloom, 
Darted, like Heſper, thro the dusky Gloom. 


Her Hair bound backward in a ſpiral Wreath 
Her upper Beauties to my Sight betray d; 

The happy Stream, concealing Thoſe beneath, 
Around her Waſte with circling Waters play'd ; 

Who, while the Fair One on his Boſom. ſported, 

Her dainty Limbs with liquid Kiſſes courted. 


A thouſand Capids with their infant Arms 
Swam padling in the Current here and there; 
Some, with Smiles innocent, remark'd the Charms 
Of the regardleſs undeſigning Fair; 
Some, with their little Eben Bows full-bended, 
And levell'd Shafts, the naked Girl defended. 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Breaſts exactly round, 
Of Lily Hue, unnumber'd Arrows ſent ;. 
Which to my Heart an eaſy Paſſage found, 
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Thrill'd in my Bones, and thro' my Marrow went: 


Some bubbling upward thro' the Water came, 
Prepar'd by Fancy to augment my Elame.. 


Ah Love! how ill J bore thy pleaſing Pain! 
For while the tempting Scene ſo near I view'd, 
A fierce Impatience throb'd in every Vein, 
Diſcretion fled, and Reaſon lay ſubdu'd; 
My Blood beat high, and with its Trembling made 
A ſtrange Commotion in the ruſtling Shade. 
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Fear ſeiz d the timorous Naiadi, all aghaſt 
Their boding Spirits at the Omen fink, 

Their Eyes they wildly on each other caſt, 
And meditate to gain the farther Brink; 

When in I plung'd, reſolving to aſſwage 

In the cool Gulph Love's importuning Rage. 


Ah, ſtay Fhrinda! (fo I meant to ſpeak) 
Let not from Love the lovelieſt Object fly! 
But ere I ſpoke, a loud combining Squeak 
From ſhrilling Voices pierc'd the diſtant Sky: 
When ſtraight, as each was their peculiar Care, 
T' immortal Powers to bring Relief prepare. 


A golden Cloud deſcended from above, 
Like that which whilom hung on 74's Brow, 
Where Funo, Pallas, and the Queen of Love, 
As then to Paris, were conſpicuous now. 


Each Goddeſs ſeiz d her fav'rite Charge, and threw 


Around her Limbs a Robe of azure Hue. 


But Venus, who with Pity ſaw my Flame 
Kindled by her own Amoret ſo bright, 

Approv'd in private what ſhe ſeem'd to blame, 
And bleſs'd me with a Viſion of Delight: 

Careleſs ſhe dropt Forinda's Veil aſide, 

That nothing mought her choiceſt Beauties hide, 


2: ſaw. El/um and the milky Way 


Fair-opening to the Shades beneath her Breaſt ; 
In Venus Lap the ſtruggling Wanton lay, 
And, while ſhe ſtrove to hide, reveal'd the reſt. 
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A Mole, embrown'd with no unſeemly Grace, 
Grew near, embelliſhing the ſacred Place. 


— 


So pleas'd I view'd, as one fatigu'd with Heat 
Who near at hand beholds a ſhady Bower, 
Joyful, in Hope amidſt the kind Retreat 
To ſhun the Day-ftar in his Noontide Hour; 
Or as when parch'd with droughty Thirſt he ſpies 
A moſly Grott whence pureſt Waters riſe. 


So I Florinda ------ but beheld in vain : : | 

Like Tantalus, who in the Realms below * | 
Sees bluſhing Fruits, which to increaſe his Pain, > 3 
When he attempts to eat, his Taſte forego, | 
O Venus! give me more, or let me drink 
Of Lethe's Fountain, and forget to think, 
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BOOKS Printed for J. WATTS, and Sold by the 
Bookſellers both of Town and Country. 


Avery curious Edition in & ART O, of 


The B EGG A R's OPERA, As it is Adted at the 
Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's Inn Fields, Written by Mr. GAY. 
3 Nos hc novimus eſſe nihil. Mart. With the OUVER- 
_TURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the BASSES, 
(the OUVYER TURE and BASSES Compos'd by Dr. PE“ 
SCH) Curiouſly Engrav'd on COPPER PLATES. 
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Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in SIX POCKET 
VOLUMES. 


The MUSICAL MISCELLANY : Being a Colleftion 
of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Set to 
MUSICK by the moſt eminent MASTERS, (With the 
BASSES to each Tune, and Tranſpos'd for the FLUTE) viz, 
Mr. Attilio. Mr. Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr. Gough, *' NM. H. Purcell. 
Mr. Betts. Mr. Grano. Mr. Ramondon. 
Mr. Bonocini. Mr. Graves. Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr, David Rizzio,. 
Mr. Brailsford. Mr. Handel. Mr. Seedo. 

Mr. Burgeſs, Mr. Haym. Mr. J. Sheeles. 
Mr. Carey. Mr. Holmes. Mr. Trevers. 

Mr. Charke. Mr. Holcomb. Mr. Vincent. 

Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge. Mr. Webber. 

Dr. Croft. Mr, Monro. Mc. Weldon. 

Mr. Dieupart. Dr. Pepuſch. Mr. Whichello. 
Mr. Flemming, Mr. Potter. Mr. Anth. Young.. 
Mr, Galliard. 

Fifty One NEW FABLES: in Verſe; (Invented for the 
Amuſement of His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cum- 
berland) By Mr. G A Y: With Fifty. One Cutts, Deſign'd by 
Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by Mr. Baron, 
Mr. Vandergueht, and Mr. Fourdtinier. The Third Edition. 


TRAGEDIES. 

PERIANDER, King of Corinth: A Tragedy. As it 
Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Writ- 
ea by Mr. JOHN TRACY. To which is ptefix'd, The 
= HISTORY of PERIANDER: Extiated fiom = 
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moſt Autheatick Greek and Latin Hiſtorians, and the Che- 
valier Ramſay's Cyrus. Addreſs'd to the Readers and 
Spectators of the 1 of PERIAN DER. 

TIMO LEON. A Tragedy, As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Benjamin 
Martyn. The Second Edition. 

The FATAL EXTRAVAGAN CE. A Tragedy. As 
it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. 
Written by Mr. Mitchell, The Fourth Edition Corrected. 

DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST 
LOVERS. A Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in 
Drury-Lane. Written Originally by Mr. W. Shakeſpeare; and 
now Reviſed and Adapred to the Stage by Mr. Theobald, the 
Author of Shakeſpeare Reſtor'd. 

The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Acted 
at the Theatte Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by 
Mr. Richard Barford. 

The FATE of VILLANY. A Play. As it is Aged- 
by the Company of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodmans- 
Fields, 

The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or The Life and 
Death of TOM THUMB the GREAT. As it is acted 
at the Theatre in the Hay-Matket, With the Annotations of 
H. — Secundus. 


COMEDIES 


The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY 
to LONDON, A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by the late Sir 
John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber. The Second Edition. 

The MODISH COUPLE. A Comedy. Written by 
Capt. BODENS. 

The LOVER. A COMEDY. Asit is Added at the 
Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane; By His Majeſty's Servants, 
Written by Mr. THEOPHILUS CIBBER, Comedian. 

The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the JUSTICE 
caught in his own TRAP. As it is Acted at the Theatre in 
Liacoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr, Fielding. 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy, As it is 
Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Wiitten 
by a Gentleman of Wadham-College. 

The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Acted at 
the Theatre in Goodman's-Fields, Written by Mr. Fielding. 

The DISSEMBLED WANTON); or, My SON ger 
MONEY. A Comedy, As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal 
in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. Written by Mr. Welſted, | 

LOVE 


-LOVE in SEVER AL MASQUES. A Comedy. As 
ie is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. 
Written by Mr. Fielding. 
The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES 
of the TOWN. As ARed at the Theatre in the Hay-Marker, 

The WIDOW BEWITCH?D. A Comedy, As it is 
Acted at the Theatre in Goodman's-Fields. 

The LETTER- WRITE RS; or, A New Way to keep 
a Wife at Home, A Farce, As it is Acted at the Theatre in 
the Hay-Market. Written by Scriblerus Secundus. 

OPERAS with the MUSIC. 

The DEVILtoPAY; or, The WIVES MET AMOR- 
H OsS'D. An OPER A. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-Lane. By His Majeſty's Servants, Written 


by the Author of the Beggar's Wedding. With the Muſick 
prefix d to each Song. 


The HIGHLAND-FAIR; or UNION of the CLANS. 
Au OPERA, 4s it is Acted at the Theatre Royal in Drury- 
Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. MITCHELL. 


With the MUSICK, (which wholly conſiſts of Scots TUNES) 


Prefix*d to each Song, 

The JOVIAL CREW. A Comic Opera. As it is Ated 
at the Theatre-Royal, by his Majeſty's Servants. 

SILVIA; or, the COUNTRY BURIAL. An Opera. 
As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's - Inn 


Fields. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song, Written by 


Mr. LILLO, Author of the Tragedy of GEORGE 
BARNWE LL. 


The B EG GA R's OPERA. As it is Acted at the 


Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. 


The Second Edition: To which is Added the Ouverture in 
Scote; With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR's OPERA 
Tranſposd for the FLUTE. Containing Sixty Nine Airs. 

LOVE in a RIDDLE. A PASTORAL, As it is 
Acted at the Theatte-Royal by His Majeſty's Servants. Writ- 
ten by Mr. Cibber. With the Muſick te each Song. 

The VILLAGE OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Johnfon. 


With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The LOVER's OPERA. As it is A cted at the Theatre Royal 
in Drury-Lane. Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edi- 
tion, with Alterations: And the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

MOMUS turn'd FABULIST: Or, VULCAN*s WED- 
DING. An Opera: After the Manner of the Beggaꝛ's Opera. 

; As 


. 


2 


. 2 


V 


As it is perform d at the Theatte-Royal in Lincoln's-Iun 
Fields. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

The FASHLONABLE LADY; or HARLEQUIN's 
OPERA. In the Manner of a REHEAR SAL. As it is 
Perform'd at the Theatie in Goodman's- Fields, Written by 
Mr. Ralph. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

PAT IE and PEGGT: Or, the FAIR FOUNDLING. 
A Scotch Ballad Opera, As it is Acted at the Theatre Royal 
in Drury-Lane. With the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 

DAMON and PHILL1DA : A Ballad Opera of One 
AR. As it is Performed at the Theatre in Drury-Lane. With 
the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

The CHAMBER- MAID. A BALLAD OPERA 
of One AR. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

The QUAKER's OPER A. Asperform'd at Lee's and 
Harper's Great Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair, With 
the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 

ROBIN HOOD. An OPERA. With the Muſick prefix'd 

to each Song. 
The GENEROUS FREE-MASON : or, the CONSTANT 
LADY. With the Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man 
Doodle. A Tragi-Comi-Farcical Ballad Opera. In Three Ars. 
With the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 
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The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance, 
Done from the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Ox- 
ford. To which ate added ſeveral Occafional Poems, by the 
ſame Author. 

LETTERS of ABELARD ang&HELOISE. To which is 
prefix*d a particular Account of theif Lives, Amours, and Mis- 
fortunes, extracted chiefly from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated 
from the French, by the late JOHN HUGHES, Eſq; 

Les AVANTURESde TELEMAQUE Fils &Ulyſſe, 
Par feu Meſſire Frangois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, 
Precepteur de Meſſeigneuts, les Enfans de France, & depuis 
Archeveque Duc de Cambrai, Prince du ſaint Empire, &c. 
Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſcript original, Avec les 
Remarques pour l'eclairciſſement de cet Ouvrage. 

The Works of Mr. Henry Needler ; conſiſting of O RIGI- 
NAL POEMS, TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and 
LETTERS. Nemo parum diu vixit, qui Virtutis perfe&e 
perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contemnenda Morte. 
Tac Second Edition, Fublim'd by Mr, Duncombe, 
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Zately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PIECES 

 (mark'd thus in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd 

with curious CI T T S, Deſign'd by Nr. John 
Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd by 
Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of 


* A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS 
and HISTORIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt 
Celebrated Authors in ſeveral Languages. Many of which 


never appear'd in Engliſh before, 


All New Tranſlated and 


Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals, 


VOL. 1. Containing, 
An Extract of Monſieur Huet's 
Diſcourſe concerning the O- 
riginal of Romances. 
Z AI DE. 
The Marriage of Belphe- 
gor. 
* The Adventures of Mele- 
ſicthon. 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. 
* The: Hiſtory and Fall of 
the Lady Jane Grey, 
The Adventures on the Black 
Mountains. 
VOI. II. Containing, 
The Princeſs of Cleves. 
The Fair Maid of the in. 
The Force of aienda 
Charon: 
Boat. 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. 
VOL. 11L. Containing, 
Don Carlos. 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor 
and Leonora de Ceſpedes. 
The Curious Impertinent. 
+ The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. 
The Prevalence of Blood, 
The Liberal Lover. 
The Beautiful Turk. 


or, The Ferry- 


VOL. IV. Containing, 
The Happy Slave. 


The Rival Ladies. 


* The Loves of King Henry 
II, and Fair Roſamond. 

The Innocent Adultery. 

The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy 
of the Spaniards againſt the 
Republick of Venice, 

VOL. v. Containing, 

The Little Gypſy. 

Ethelinda, 

The Amour of Count Palviano 
and Eleonora, 

* The Unhappy Favourite : Or, 
the Fall of Robert Earl of 
Eſſex, 

Scanderbeg the Great. 

V OL. VI. Containing, 

The Life of Caſtruccio Ca- 
ſtracani of Lucca. 

The Loves of Oſmin and Da- 
raxa. 

The Spaniſh Lady of England. 

The Lady Cornelia. 

*The Hiſtory of Maſſaniello. 

The Falſe Dutcheſs, 

* Memoirs of the Imptiſon- 
ment and Death of Mary 
Queen of Scots. 
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